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| () Guardian of that ſacred land; 


Where Avon's wood-crown' 1 waters ſtray; 30 4 
'Thou, whoſe all- powerful magic Wand. 
The throng'd ideal train obey. 33 
Who darteſt on ſwift eagle wings. 
Beyond the flaming bounds of things. = _ 
O Fancy, hear l- 


B e 


N 
5 
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Shakeſpeare, to thee, to Phœbus dear. 


My ſwelling breaft hath caught the flame. 
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e eee, $29 11:92” Tis thine alone 
High Saul on a radiant throne, 
Faſt. by the Lyric mule, | 
Her liſt'ning offspring to inſpire ; ; 
And | ere they ſtrike | Apollos golden lyre, ; 
In their full breaſts to pour Caſtalia's genuine dew. 
Deem not my lips prophane, would praiſe 
A name unknown to thy chaſte ear, 
No ! Shakeſpeare now demands my lays, 


ACCOMPANIED. 
And Oh! how, at thy mighty name, 
1 


Come then, O Fancy, bend thy bow, 


With me the muſes arrows throw. 
At Avon's favour'd ſtreams. 


For there full oft thy ſecret feet, 


Nightly have trod, thy darling ſon to meet, 


And wave before his eyes thy gaily glittering dreams. 


” ou” 
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ag RE CI- 


as K 


RECITATIV E. 


At - Shakeſpetre' s happy birth, 

With fire etherial, Jove his ſoul endow' d; 

Then bade him ſpurn the narrow bounds of earth, 
And ſordid wiſhes of the groveling crowd, 

That chain the free-born mind. And take,” he ſaid, 
This ſacred charge, O Fancy. To his light glancing, 
«© In all their colours be diſplay 1 

The airy forms which ſport in thy pure fields of light. 
* For his vaſt mind, with innate wiſdom fraught, 

« Beyond what taught | 

Ihe bards of yore, 

*« Thy trackleſs regions boldly ſhall explore, 

« I guiding. Thus, O goddeſs, have 1 ſworn. 


AIR d CHORUS. 


And now bright dawns the fated hour, 
Earth now ſhall ſee and own thy pow 


Forth beaming in thy ſun. Be Shakeſpeare born.” 


RECI- 


1 
? 
1 


RE CIT ATIVE. 


So ſpake the god. With eager joy 
Thou didſt prevent his high beheſt, 

And gazing on th' immortal boy, 

Thrice fondly ſnatch'd him to thy breaſt, 
Then, ruſhing from the heav'nly height, 
The winds to Avon bore thy flight. 


1 
There in old Arden's inmoſt ſhade, 


Far from the ſun, thy ſpirits laid 
The Heav'n-entruſted child; 


RECITATIVE. 


And as before his purged eyes 
Thou badeſt oft their ſportive train ariſe, 


In ſilence fix d he Ms look'd up to thee, and ſmil” . 


A I R. 


Thy hand his youthful footſteps led, 
Beneath the pale moon's beam ſerene, 


ee 
Where tripping light, with wanton trend, 5 
The fairies mark the mazy green; | 


While ſome the blighting cankers kill, 
And bleſs the tender plant from ill. 


AIR and CHORUS. 


Some drive the clam'rous owl away, 

That nightly wonders at their play. 

Some pant with nobler war, 

T' invade the hoſtile rear-mice crew; 

And ſheath d in glittering arms of filmy dew, 

Their ſpears of thorn erect, round Oberon's nutſhell car. 


, | End of the Firft Part. 
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AccoMPANIED RECITATIVE:. 
Dor Oh! what ſudden gloom, | 
What horror. overſpreads the low ring day! 
Why yawns that ſnagged cave, 
Whoſe dreary womb ne'er felt 
The genial ſun's enlivening ray? 
Black, noiſome, chearleſs, lo l. 
How. all around with feeble cries: 


'Fhe gliding ſpectres throng !. 
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Hark! now I hear, with hollow tremulous ſound, - 
| The ſolemn mutter'd ſpell, „ We... 
And horrid magic ſong. | 


- 


RECITATIVE, 


Save me! what wither d forms my ſoul affright. N 


CHORUS. 


By the pale light of yon blue fire, 
I know their ſcowling fronts and wild attire. 


RECITATIYE. 


See through the gummeflüg . of the cave, 
By Paddocke warn'd, their rites they ſing, . 
And ſlowly ſtalk in diſmal ring, 

Around the charmed cauldron's ; bubbling wave. | 


CHORUS. api SHOE CLARE 


What howling whirlwinds rend the ſky! ® | 9 
Why ſhakes the ivy-mantled tower? 
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The conſcious ſun turns back his eye, 
And Nature, trembling, owns their power. 


2 Fr N ne. H Mut 


For whom, at yonder livid binds > n JUT + 3 1 f 
Do you the deed without a name? | ; 
Ye ſecret hags, whence - breathes. this ſound ? J 

Why ſinks that cauldron in = [044 Ws 
What means that armed head INLET 
Why comes that bloody. « e . SolparaNeg. 
The haggs are fled, PRs Fg 1 
Denn,, -.7- E499 
Amazement chills WF ſoul | _ | 'v: 
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Whither, ye beidams, do ye roam? 1 
Love ye wild Lapland's. Gothic night? Faw 
None now ſhall tread the cavern's gloom, 
Nor * your dreadful myſtic rite. 


ATR. 


None now ſhall ſee on yonder plain, 

The gambols of Titania's. train 

Nor hear, at her command, the melting ſong, 
As Howly capa the n * dans. 


D 


The tempeſts ceaſe, 
The charm d deep: {inks before the ſound, 
A purer glory An around, 


Soft gh the lift ning. Sales Apt all is Pegge. 


AECITATIVE. 
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No more the W w oY 1 2 
The ocean's ebbing waters chaſ e 


Or fly the ſwelling tide; e, 278 
Nor over the wide-water d ſhore 
Sit liſt' ning to the curfew's ſullen rar, 


1 


Nor nightly muſhrooms raiſe along the mountain fide. 
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Ariel, : ea ſees Abe tor, Wo! 
Ups the batt's wing fail along tacky 
Who ſees thee fit" upon ie” bleſſom d ues 
Baſk on the roſe, or in the cowlip lie? 
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RECITATIVE. 
No more ſhalt thou: pon: dt Harp North run, 
Or pierce into the earth, or tread the main; 
No more with clouds bedimn the mid · day ſun, , 
Or fire the angry bolt, or pour down rattling rain. 
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D'UiET 
For who can wield like e s 1kilful hand, 
That magic wand, 


Whoſe potent ſway, 
The elves of earth, of air, and ſea obey? 


Yet, Fancy, once again on Britain ſmile, 
Yet chuſe ſome favourite ſon again, 

O'er all thy boundlefs realms to reign, 
Oh, give another Shakeſpeare to our iſle. 
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PART III 


MISCELLANEOUS ACT. 


GOD © gc 


NEW OVERTURE. 
SONG, nel Opera MonTEZUMa. 


_ 4 quel nocc hier coſtante, 


Che a nuoro riſchio attento, 
Fida le vele al vento, 
E le ſperanza al mar. 


CON CERTO OB OE. FiscHER. 


E A SONG. 


1 


SONG. Bacn. 


Obliar V amato ſpoſo, 8 
Ah non poſſo, ah nom vorrei, N i 
Ah tal prezz0 il mio ripoſo, 
Giuſti Dei non fo bramar. 
Coll amar il mio tormento 
Finer deve il pianto mio, 
Io non cerco altro contento, 


Che di biangere ed amar. \ 
Concerto Violin. LINLEY ; junior. 
SONG. - SAccHINI. 
RECITATIVE. 


5 venturata che avvenne ? 

Ah quel periglio. 

Come evitavlo oh Dei. 

Cui fu loggetto dal mio giuſto furore, 
Le lagrime domanda, or dal mio core. 
{Vo non chiedo dal ciel, 

Me da Fernando piu la vendetta mia, 
Rodorigo merita ſoccorſo, 

O almen lo tentero tarreſta, 

Ah Cimene ! ove vai ! chi ti conf glia, 
Soccorſo a un parricida ? 

E tu ſei figlia ? ma che faro, 

La [mania mi rapi i/ce a me eſſa, 

E qui ' fratanto irreſoluta, 

E in pianto inutil reſto, 

Ah no vanne, ma dove ? 
Hfortunata Cimene ab! dove mai, 


Si tremantee [marita ove n andrat. | 
ARIA, 


1 
ARIA. , 


Andar dovrei ma come? 

Se moto il pie non ha ? 

Trovar vorrei ma dove? 

Da chi ſperar pieta? 

Padre infelice | miſero amante ! 
Sorte ſpietata z 

Ah ! che non ho configlio, 

Ah ! che il fatal periglio, 

Gia delirar mi fa. 


Dukrro. Prcctxi. 


Fra Fombre meſte o cara, 
Un tuo ſoſpiro almeno, 

Mi venga a conſolar-: 
Vuol la mia ſorte amara, 
Ch ancor dilete in ſeno, 

Jo non ti deggio amar. 
Crudel F aſcolto, e vivo? 
Laſciami, oh Dio ! che affanno! 
Ah ! che deſtin tiranno | 
Ah ! che infelice amor ! 
Duo foenturati amanti, 
Scherno degli aſtri rei 
Sarete paghi, O Dei, 


Di fulminar 09107. 


CHoRus. 
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_ Cnorus. 


Your voices tune; and raiſe them high, 

Till th'echo, from the vaulted. ſky, 
The bleſt CRC IEIA name: 
Muſick to Heav'n and her we owe, 
The greateſt bleſſing that's below, 


Sound loudly then her fame, 


Let's imitate her notes above. 


And may this ev'ning ever prove 
Sacred to Harmony and Love. 
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